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Summary:
You've been stuck in lockdown for months, ever since you had drank that tainted water. Parasites, apparently. Your parents both miraculously had managed to avoid doing so, so of course they abandoned you to the quarantine. If you had been lucky, it would have just been you and your sister Ashley. Unfortunately, her half-lapdog half-pitbull girlfriend was quarantined with you as well. Just your luck.

Work Text:
You are Andrew

How the fuck did you end up in this situation? Seriously, how? Not in the “this event led to this event” way, of course, but rather what spiteful god had you angered to cause this to happen to you? How were you deserving of this punishment? You’d done everything you could for Ashley. It wasn’t your fault she forced you to… nope, you’re not going there. It certainly wasn’t your fault that that fucking whore had replaced you with another stupid skank not too long after that.

And now, as if the fucking cherry on the shit sundae, you were trapped with them both. And starving. For months. You slowly pull yourself up off the couch, your spine protesting the movement. Ironically, it was laying on the couch that caused the problem in the first place. It’s not like there wasn’t enough beds, it was just that you’d fallen asleep watching whatever VHS tapes you could find around the apartment. If you watched Home Alone one more time, you were going to take a swandive off the balcony. Maybe you’d make a pretty picture on the pavement below.

“Sup, Andy?” And there was the bitch herself. Kayla. Your little sister’s best friend, a parasite feasting on another parasite. Kayla was the same age as Ashley. She was around the same height. She actively tried to keep the same weight. She dyed her red hair black so their color would match. The only thing that made her not look like Ashley’s fraternal twin sister were her shining blue eyes. Those eyes bore into you with barely-masked loathing right now. You resisted the urge to gouge them out of her skull.

“How many times, Kayla? I told Ashley I’d slap her across the room the next time she called me that.” You didn’t think you needed to elaborate.

“Well, I’m not Leyley, am I?” Kayla would never call her Ashley. Her black nails softly tapped on the top of the couch. You hated how she fucking flaunted that. One hand all trimmed down, the other long and sharp as a cheap whore. Sometimes you thought about breaking her legs and then tearing those nails off, listening to her scream and cry and beg Ashley to help her, knowing Ashley was nowhere around to do so. You wanted to see that cocky bitch beg you for mercy, to know who she had fucked with.

“Oh, you’re aware of that? Looks like you can still surprise me.” You smirked as she rolled her eyes. Sitting up more on the couch, you could now see that she was wearing one of your shirts. You were pretty sure that’s all she was wearing. “Who the fuck said you could steal my shit?” You’d have yelled it at her if you weren’t so goddamn hungry.

“Leyley.” Fuck, that snotty attitude really was pissing you off today. You let yourself imagine pinning her down, sitting on those tits of hers you knew all too well your sister loved to leave covered in bruises. You’d force her jaw open with one hand. Pliers in the other, you’d pull that petulant tongue right out, and then pick up the meat scissors with the other. And then you’d slice that worthless lump of flesh out of her face.

“Is it hers?” You sarcastically ask, as if it’ll make a difference.

“Well…” Kayla brings her hand up to her face like she’s thinking. “You are, so via the transitive property…” Finally, you spring off the couch. In one fluid motion you’d moved around the couch, grabbed her by the throat, and slammed her down on the back of the couch. She was bent at the spine in a position only the most flexible of people could find comfortable, her feet dangling off the floor.

“I am not hers.” It came out as a growl. You didn’t really intend that, but you didn’t care.

“Andy, Andy, Andy.” You tightened your grip harder, but it wasn’t enough to silence her and it certainly didn’t make her back down. “Are you gonna say ‘she’s mine’ next?” Kayla was right, you had almost said that. Had she had a less cunty reply, you probably would have. Instead, you just punched her in the gut. Her pained gasp for air was satisfaction enough, and so you threw her to the ground.

“F-fuck.” Kayla panted on the floor. “Y-your… y-your s-sister hi-its harder than t-that.” Even through labored breaths, clearly suffering, she wouldn’t fucking stop. She hadn’t always been this bad. Sure, you’d never liked her. For one, she took Leyley, no, Ashley, away from you. But it was also obvious how the two of them fed off of each other. For every crime Leyley committed, Kayla was there helping her plan, making sure she didn’t fuck it up, and helping her execute it. Sometimes Kayla even fed her ideas.

“Take it off.” You knew fixating on the shirt was ridiculous. Of course, she did have her own clothing here. She’d been Ashley’s best friend for over a decade, and they’d been dating for the majority of that time. Kayla saw your parents more often than she saw her own. But still, it was a shirt. But it wasn’t just a shirt. To you, it was a symbol of everything she was. She stole everything from you. And why? Because she didn’t have any more limits than Ashley? Because Ashley’s most disgusting, horrid behavior just got her turned on more? You lost because you weren’t a big enough piece of shit?

“Alright!” Kayla sounded way too chipper. You didn’t like it. As it dawned on you, your shirt left her body. And now she was fully naked. Kayla stood up off the floor and pointlessly brushed herself off. Then, she offered you your shirt, without a word. Taking it, you also began to take in Kayla’s body. She was shorter than you, just like Ashley. Her tits were significantly smaller, however. The biggest difference between your sister and Kayla, however, was her cock. It wasn’t bigger than yours, although you probably would have been about the same had she not been on HRT for so long. You could smell Ashley on it. For a moment, you thought about what sucking Ashley’s taste off of Kayla would be like. You resisted the urge to punch yourself in the head.

The most striking feature of Kayla’s body however wasn’t her puffy nipples or fairly impressive flaccid cock. It was the damage. Thousands of scars lined her body, on pretty much every single inch of flesh below her neck. On top of the scars were hundreds of scratches, bites, cuts, and bruises, as slapdash and scatted as the scars. It usually had become visual noise to you, but now it truly registered how mangled so much of Kayla’s body was. You really couldn’t find a square inch of skin below the neck that wasn’t scar tissue.

“You’re fucking pathetic. Just in case you weren’t aware.” You sighed, taking your shirt and heading back to the couch. To your irritation, Kayla followed you and sat down beside you. The walking bag of injuries turned to face you, and you reluctantly turned to face her.

“I’m pathetic? You’re the one sitting out here on the couch pining for your little sister while I fuck her brains out every night.” To your surprise, the rage didn’t come this time. Instead, you just leaned back and relaxed.

“And look at where it’s gotten you.” You smirked, gesturing to her body. You honestly had never seen anything or anyone quite as mangled as she was. It was all Ashley’s handiwork, marking her territory.

“So? Leyley thinks I’m beautiful.” Of course that’s what she’d say.

“And everyone else thinks you look like a Halloween decoration. I’ve seen mothers cover their kids’ eyes when you were on the beach.” Admittedly, the PDA between those two had likely been a contributing factor.

“That’s fucking awesome, dumbass.” Kayla laughed, flicking her wrist. “Oh no, ‘Kayla you’re scaring all the weak-ass little bitches! Kayla, only the love of your life ever wants to fuck you! Kayla, I hate you because you stole her from me but I can’t do anything about it because she’d fucking kill me if I did!’ Andy, you’re fucking pathetic. Leyley’s fast asleep in bed in there. Quit having a bitch fight with me and go rape your fucking sister, you impotent cocksucker.” And there is was. This time, you had her neck with both hands. This time, you weren’t using it to whip her around. This time, all your weight was on top of her, pinning her down to the couch, truly choking the life out of her.

Staring into her eyes, you watched as her expressions shifted. First, shock. As expected. Then… was she gagging? Choking? No… you squeezed harder. This cunt wasn’t going to fucking laugh at you. Her eyes widened, staring into yours. This little whore was challenging you to take it further. You pressed down harder. Maybe you’d just crush her windpipe. Squeeze her entire neck like a juicebox and watch it overflow out. Bonus, then there’d be some food in this godforsaken shithole.

It was that last thought that got you to let go and pull back, falling over onto the other side of the couch. You heard her desperately gasp for air, roughly wheezing as her body tried to get back to operational status. Some part of your brain registered that her cock had also stiffened to half-mast at some point. You kicked her in the balls just for spite.

“OOOWWW, FUCKING CUNT!” Kayla shrieked. She flailed her bare feet in your direction, managing to make contact with your jaw once, and then kicking downwards into your gut. It fucking hurt, but it was worth it. Kayla leapt forwards, getting on top of you. For a moment, you thought she was going to return the favor, but her arms simply pinned your shoulders.

“Andy…” Kayla started.

“No.” The word was hard and firm.

“Andrew…” Kayla began again. You nodded, indicating to her that you were going to let her continue. “She’s been waiting all her life.” You tilted your head a bit at this. Ashley barely gave you the time of day anymore. “How are you this fucking stupid, Andrew?” If she hadn’t used your name at the end of that sentence, you might have flipped her off you right that moment. As she did, you felt like she was perhaps actually being serious. “I didn’t fucking steal her from you. You’re the one that abandoned her.” You went to move, to force her to get off of you, but she pushed harder on your shoulders. When did she get this strong? Were you that weak from hunger, or had you never actually seen how strong she was?

“How the fuck did I abandon her?” You spat through gritted teeth.

“You judged her. Hated her. What, you think she’s so fucking stupid that she doesn’t know those nightmares are her fault? That she can’t tell the obvious difference between you reluctantly going along with her and me?” So that’s what it was about. Ashley didn’t like him having a spine.

“Oh, poor her. I’m a separate person from her, how fucking horrid of me.” You rolled your eyes at her, sarcasm dripping from your words.

“Yeah, it is, if you claim to love her.” You could tell from her tone that she expected you to internalize this. “Union, partnership, marriage, pair, couple, every fucking word is rooted in the same concept. You aren’t separate people.” You hated how much you could respect her on this one thing. She had good taste, you couldn’t lie. In another life, you two might have been friends. “See, look at me. My body is a symbol of my devotion to her. It belongs to her. She does with it what she wants.” You didn’t really want to look at her body. The scar-covered flesh wrinkled and ripped across her, endless peaks and valleys of disturbing heights and depths filling your vison.

“Why the fuck would I want that?” You honestly didn’t understand what sort of fucked up sales pitch this was supposed to be.

“Oh. My. God. Did your fucking mother drink when she was pregnant?” You turned, instantly thinking about the concept.

“I mean… she was 15…” You knew what side of the argument that fell under.

“No wonder you’re fucking retarded. Why the fuck do you think she wants you to be me? I’m me, dipshit.” You were getting very sick of her insults. You also were getting a little uncomfortable with her hard cock pressed against your crotch.

“So…” You wondered, trying to actually have a conversation with the person you hated more than anyone else. “What does she want?” Kayla slapped you. It fucking hurt, too. You wondered if they called that a “bitch slap” because it made you feel like a bitch. You glared daggers up at her, but she just rolled her eyes.

“Use that desiccated husk up there you call a brain and figure it out. She already has a me. What doesn’t she have?” You thought about it for a moment and came to a tentative answer.

“What she is to you, but for her?” You asked. To your relief, she didn’t slap you again.

“Ding ding ding! Andy’s not as fucking stupid as he looks!” You couldn’t push her off you, but you could punch her in the gut again. To your disappointment, it didn’t work as well as it did the first time. She knew it was coming and had already tensed for the blow. The texture of her white and purple flesh against your skin made you regret doing it. “Nice try, dipshit.” You fucking hated her so much.

“Well, I’m not going to torture her until she looks like an unwrapped mummy.” Kayla laughed at that one. That just served to piss you off further. It was supposed to be at her expense, not something she’d enjoy.

“Is there lead paint in this apartment or something? She hasn’t wanted you as a doormat in fucking years, fuck!” Kayla was getting annoyed. You felt her clawed hand flex, digging those nails into your shoulder. Even with a shirt on, you could feel them digging into you. “She wants you to stop pretending you’re better than us and to just fucking cut loose, you dense motherfucker!” Kayla’s voice rose to a scream as she spoke. “Stop pretending you’re a good person and admit you’re a violent sisterfucking piece of shit!” She wasn’t wrong about the violent. And sure, you’d thought about Ashley that way. A lot. For a very, very long time. But you hadn’t actually fucked her. Because Kayla swooped in and took that from you.

“I didn’t take her from you!” For a moment, you wondered if she was psychic. But if she was, she’d be aware just how often you think about torturing, maiming, killing, or mutilating her. So she probably just had good intuition.

“And how do I know this isn’t some elaborate prank?” You asked. Honestly, it was just like them to do this to you. Kayla sighed and climbed back off of you. Slowly, you sat up. She was sitting crosslegged just a few feet away now, looking serious.

“Because all I want is for her to be happy.” Kayla’s words were quieter than before. She sounded… sad. It wasn’t a tone of voice you frequently associated with her. “I can’t do that by myself. She won’t be happy without you.” And those words felt like getting hit by a truck. Of all the things you never expected her to say.

“Really? And you’re not going to fly into a jealous rage over this?” For some reason, you felt a bit guilty about the scorn in your words now.

“Not more than you do, and you should mellow the fuck out soon.” Kayla smiled. It almost felt like a peace treaty. “But I will kill you if you back out on her afterwards.” You sighed. She was absolutely telling the truth. The worst part was, you appreciated it. If it had been you giving into Ashley’s desires and letting someone else share in her with you, you’d have said the same thing. It just killed you that she was first.

“You’re not fucking with me?” You asked. You weren’t fully convinced, but perhaps starvation or cabin fever was starting to take it’s toll.

“If I was, would you kill me when you found out?” Kayla asked. You hated that question.

“No. Ashley would hate me.” You admitted. Kayla smiled a bit.

“Then it looks like you just have to trust me, huh?” Kayla said, a playful smile on her face. “So, are you going to stop being a little bitch, or are you going to go rape your little sister awake?” You sighed. This conversation was fucking deranged. You were insane for considering it. All of you were absolutely sick. And as much as you absolutely loathed the concept of trusting Kayla of all people, you were going to do it.

“Fine. Whatever. We’re going to die here anyways, why the fuck not?” You stood, getting off of the couch, taking the stolen shirt with you. “I hope you know, I fucking hate you.” You said to Kayla before taking your leave.

“That’s nice. I don’t care.” Kayla dryly replied from the couch, taking the position you once had. You paused, thinking for a moment. Then, you threw the shirt she’d stolen from you to her. “Thanks, Andy!” She playfully yelled to you. You flipped her off and headed into the room you had shared with Ashley since she was born.